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One 


Author's Notes: 
Dave Grohl played guitar on Bowie\'s Heathen Read that in the liner notes in October and | figured something 


would come calling. And here it is, after a night of sheer insomnia 


Dave finishes playing. He rests the neck of the guitar on his knee, jogs a bit on the stool they had set out for 
him, tries to get comfortable. 


Large, padded headphones are hung on a padded hook set into the studio wall, and David crosses the floor. 
Sharp, slapping echoes follow him, the rubber skid of his boots on polished wood. He does not look back at Dave. 
He pushes open a door at the far end of the studio and steps into the control room. The door swings shut 


behind him with a muffled click. 


Behind glass, transformed into pantomime, David rubs his hands together, fingers rolling and intertwining, picks 
at a patch of flaking skin at the top edge of his palm with his thumbnail. 


Dave watches, still on his stool, guitar resting on his thighs, as David's mouth moves. He smiles, mouth and lips 


twisting in what must have been a joke, because the engineer pantomimes laughter. The engineer sits at a 
comfortable half-slump, swinging his chair left to right with the ball of his right foot. His knee jogs up and 
down as David talks, palm on his knee. After a while, he leans forward and pushes a button, then nudges a 


slider upwards. 


The guitar's tuning pegs bite into Dave's knee. He shifts the guitar further back, swivels his hips so that its 
neck hangs down beyond his thighs. As he does this, his eyes remain on David. 


Waiting. 

David never sits down He cups his right hand around his chin, elbow making a crease on the sleeve of a dark 
green sweater that looks as if he's just bought it. He nods, listens to sounds Dave can't hear. His eyes drift 
closed, head tilted down, a lock of hair falling forward and above his left eyebrow. 

The stool creaks beneath Dave, obscene and shrill as it reverberates around the studio. 

David's eyes drift open He drops his hand from his chin to his left elbow. He looks up, catches Dave's eyes. A 
frown flickers across his face, smooths away as he leans forward and presses a button on the mixing board 
with his thumb. 

Oh," his voice says, "that will be all, Grohl. We're done." 

He depresses the button His mouth moves, eyes and head tilted towards the engineer without turning around. 
The engineer nods, says something in reply. Then David walks over to a door at the back of the control room. 


His shoulder blades shift as he pushes down on the latch, and he walks out. 


A crackle snaps out across the studio. "Thank you, Dave," the engineer's voice says. "And don't worry. This is 
the way he does things." He adds a flippant, friendly wave. 


Dave waves back. 

Carlos Alomar catches his eye as he makes his way down the studio's hall. There's a knowing look on his face, 
a strange, secretive smile on his lips. He lights a cigarette and winks in a knowing way, like an insider to a 
rookie, a knowing smile, a knowing curl to his lips. 

There's a knowing look on all the faces of all the musicians Dave passes. 

What? Dave wants to say. 


Oh, Dave wants to say. So, did he have sex with all of you too? 


Sure did, Alomar's grin says. You poor, fucking fool. 


Oh, Dave says. Oh. 
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